Europe?has recently been translated into English, and has already attracted no little attention. "Professor Hieronimus " has no sentimental interest; it has no plot; it'conducts its characters to no happy destiny ; it is anything but what young ladies call a "jolly story." It aims at being a kind of literary cinematograph; at reproducing a series of episodes in the life of Fru Kant, first in her husband's home, afterwards in the private sanatorium of Professor Hieronimus, the great specialist in mental disease. The photographs are vivid and impressive, but, to continue the metaphor, the lens with which they are taken is aberrant and faulty. The 
